CHAPTER VII
SO far I had come. By working diligently all my life, by asking, by seeking, by knocking, I had discovered a great many things, and I knew that all I had discovered was true. Yet what was the value of these truths ? They were isolated, without coherence, and therefore useless. They tended to no end. And my purpose throughout life remained unfulfilled. I had not discovered the meaning of the world nor Jesus.
Yet I could do no more. I was weary of it all. I doubted if there was any answer. I did not believe there was a door. I thought the words of Jesus had no meaning.
I sat down entirely in despair.
" Why was I more wise ? Therefore I hated life." It was never worth the living. It was a foolish groping in the dark without a light to nowhere.
Then the door opened of itself, the light poured forth and I went in.
It was the very night after I had written "The End" to Sons of Time, that the central thought that had been in my mind all my life came to its fruition.
If you take a glass of water and drop a grain of